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77^ fecondTart of Henry the Sixt. 


I would be blinde with weeping, fickc with grones, 
Looke pale as Prim-rofc with blood-drinking fighes, 
And all to haue the Noble Duke alitie. 
What know I how the world may deeme of me? 
For it is knownc we were but hollow Friends : 
It may be iudg'd I made the Duke away, 
So fhall my name with Slanders tongue be wounded, 
And Princes Cou?ts be fill'd with my reproach ; 
This get I by his death : Aye me vnhappic, 
To be a Queene, and Cro wn'd with infamie. 
King. Ah v/oe is me for Gioitcr, wretched man. 
Queen. Be woe for me, more wretched tken he is. 
What, Doft thou turne away, and hide thy face? 
I am no loathfome Leaper , looke on me. 
What? Art (thou like the Adder waxen dcafc ? 
Bepoyfonous too, and kill thy forlome Qneene. 
Is all thy comfort (hut in Glofters Tombc ? 
Why then Dame Elianor was necrc thy ioy. 
Eredt his Statue, and worfhip it, 
And make my Image but an Ale-haufe figne. 
Was I for this nye wrack'd vpon the Sea, 
And twice by auk ward winde from Englands banke 
Drouebacke againe vnto my Natiue Clime. 
What boaded this ? but well fore-warning winde 
Did feeme to fay, fecke not a Scorpions Neft, 
Nor fet no footing on this vnkinde Shore. 
What did I then ? But curft the gentle gufts, 
And he that loos'd them forth their Brazen Caues, 
And bid them blow towards Englands blefled fhore, 
Or turne our Sterne vpon a dreadfull Rocke : 
Yet /Eolus would not be a murthercr, 
But left that hatefull office vnto thee. 
The pretty vaulting Sea reftis'd to drowne me, 
Knowing that thou wouldft haue me drown'd on fhore 
With teares as fait as Sea, through thy vnkindneife. 
Thefplitting Rockes cowr'd in the finking fands, 
And would not dafh me with their ragged fides, 
Bccaufe thy flinty heart more hard then they, 
Might in thy Pallacc, perifh Elianor. 
As farre as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffes,^ 
When from thy Shore, the Tempeft beate vs backe, 
I flood vpon the Hatches in the ftorme: 
And when the duskie sky, began to rob 
My earnelVgaping-fight of thy Lands view, 
I tooke a coftly Ieweli from my necke, 
A Hart it was bound in with Diamonds, 
And threw it toward* thy Land :Thc Sea receiu'dir, 
And fo I wifh'd thy body mighemy Heart : 
And euen with this, I ioii faire Englands view, 
And bid mine eyes be packing with my H^art, 
And call'd them blinde and duskie Spectacles, 
For looilngken of Albions wifhed Ceaft. 
How often haue I tempce.dSuftoJkes tongue 
(The agent of thy fouicinconirancie) 
To fit and watch me 2% Afcamus did, 
When he to madding Dido would vnfold 
His Fathers A els, commenced in burning Troy. 
Am I not witchtlike her ? Or thou not falfe like him I 
Aye me, I can no more : Dye Elinor, 
For Henry weepes, that thou doft liuc fo long. . 

Noyfe wixhiv. Enter Warwick? % and wany 
Commons. 

War. Itistcported, rrYigbty Soue&aigne, 
That good Duke //^^^ Traitcroufly is murdrcd 


By Suffolke, and the Cardinal! Beaufirds - 
The Commons like an angry Hiue oflBt C $ ***** : 
That want their Leader, fcattcr vp and down 
And care not who they fling in his reueno e C> 
My felfe haue calm'd their fplecnfull rnutimV 
Vntill they hcarc the order of his death. * 

King* That he is dead good Warwick Y 
But|how he dyed, God knowes, not Henry ? t0 ° trUe ; 
Enter his Chamber, view his breathlcffe Co 
And comment then vpon his fodaine death 

Wxr. That (hall I do my Liege: Stav Snick • 
With the rude multitude, till I returne. 1C 

Kwg.Q thou thatiudgeft all things, flay m l 
My thoughts, that labour toperfwadenw fori. ghl 
Some violent hands were laid on Humfrteslik • 
If my fufpeft be falfc, forgiue me God, 
For iudgement onely doth belong to thee : 
Faine would I, go to chafe his palie lips, * 
With twenty thoufand ki(Tcs,and to draine 
Vpon his face an Ocean of fait teares 
To tell my loue vnto his dumbe deafe trunke 
And with my fingers feele his hand, vnfeeline - 
But all in vaine are thefe mcane Obfequies 
Ted put forth. ' 
And to furuey his dead and earthy Imaoc • 
What were it but to make my forrow greater ^ 

Warw. Come hither gracious Soueraigne/vicwthi 
body. 

King That is to fee how deepe my graue is made, 
hor with his loule fled ail my worldly folace : 
For feeing him, I fee my life in death. 

War. As furely as my foule intends toJiue 
With that dread King that tooke our fiate vpon him 
To free vs from his Fathers wrathfull curfc, 
I do beleeue that violent hands were laid 
Vpon thclife of this thrice-famed Duke. 

Suf. A dreadfull Oath, fwornc with a folcmn tongue 
What inftance giues Lord War wicke for hit vow. 

War. See how the blood is fetled in his face. 
Oft haue I feene a timely -parted Ghoft, 
Ofafhy femblance, meager, pale, and bloodlcfle, 
Being all deicended to the labouring heart, 
Who in the Conflict that it holds with death, 
Attracts the fame for aydance 'gainft the enemy, 
Which with the heart there cooles, and ne're returneth, 
To blufh and bcautifie the Chceke againe. 
But fee, his face is blacke, and full of blood ; 
His eye.balles further out, than when he liued, 
Staring full gaftly, like a ftrangled man : 
His hayre vprear'd, his noftrils ftretcht with flrugliag: 
His hands abroad difplay'd, as one that grafpt 
And tugg'd for Life, and was by ftrength fubdude. 
Looke on the meets his haire (you fee) is flicking, 
His well proportion^ Beard, made ruffe and rugged, 
Like to the Summers Corn e by Tempeft lodged : 
It cannot be but he was murdred heere, 
The leaft of all thefe fignes were probable. 

Suf. Why War wicke, who fhould do the D.to death? 
My felfe and Beaufordhzd him in protection, 
And wc I hope fir, are no murtherers. 

War. But both of you were vowed D.Humfriesfoe*, 
And you (forfooth) had the good Duke ro keeper 
Tis like you would not feaft him like a friend, 
And -tis well feene, he found an enemy. 

Qnien. Than you belike fufpetf thefe Noblemen, 
As guilty of Duke Hvmfries timeleffc death. 
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The fecondTar tof Henry the Sixt, 


. Wtefod^Heyftr demand bleeding frefti, 
An X«faft-bj,aBucchervvichanMe, 


he that made the (laughter? 


W Limae'mc how the Bird was dead, 

cUfo iufpi» ousi3thisTra S cd ' e V , , xr 'C y 
Ou Are you theButcher^^/^where's your Knife? 

r toLfyri cearm'd a Kyce? where are his Tallons? 
Zff I weare no Knife,to (laughter fleeping men, 


That (hall be fcowred in his rancorous heart, 
TYt Ganders me with Murthcrs Crimfon Badge. 

t hou dar'tt,prowd Lord of Warwickfliire, 
St I am faulti? in Duke Humfrejes death. 
W*t». What dares not ^rwci.if falle5»jf^dare 


1 Qu, He dares not calme his contumelious Spirit, 
Nor ceafc to be an arrogant Controller, 
Though Snffolk* dare him twentie thoufand times. 

Watv?. Madame be ftill : with reuerence may 1 fay, 
For euery word you fpeak'c in his behalfe, 
Is flander to your Roy all Dignitic. 

Suf Blunt-wuted Lordjgnoble in demeanor, 
if cucr Lady wrong'd her Lord fo much, 
Thy Mother tooke into her blamefull Bed 
Some fterne vntutur'd Churle ; and Noble Stock 
Was *raft with Crab-tree flippe, whofe Fruit thou art, 
^nd neuer of the Netuls Noble Race. 

^w.But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 
And I fhould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand fiiames, 
And that my Soucraignes prefence makes me milde, 
I would, falfe rourd'rous Co ward, on thy Knee 
Make thee beggc pardon for thy pa(Ted fpcech, 
And fay,it was thy Mother that thou meant'ft, 
That thou thy felfe waft borne in Baftardic ; 
And after all this fearefull Homage done, 
Giuc thee thy hyre,and fend thy Soulc to Hel^ 
Pernicious blood-fucker of fleeping men. 

Stiff- Thou flialt be waking,vvhile I flied thy blood, 
If from this prefence thou dar'ft goe with me. 

Wm*. Away euen no w 5 or I will drag thee hence ; 
Vnworthy though thou art,Ile cope with thee, 
And doc fome fcruice to Duke Humfrejes Ghoft. 

Sxeunt. 

What ftronger Breft-plate then a heart vntainted ? 
Thrice is he arm'd,that hath his Quarrell iuft; 
And he but naked,though lockt vp in Steele, 
Whofe Conscience with Iniuflice is corrupted. 

A noyfe within. 
Qmene. What noyfe is this ? 

£ nter Suffolkc and Warwick? $ with their 
Weapons drawne.. 

King. Why how now Lords i 
Your wrathfull Weapons drawne, 
Herein our prefence ? Dare you be fo bold ? 
Why what tumultuous clamor haue we here f 
Suff. The trayt- rous Warwic^^hh the men of Bury, 
Sec all vpon me, mightie Soueraigne, 


SaUsb. 
mindc. 


£ nter Salisbury. 
Sirs ftand apart, the King ftiall know youjr 


Dread Lord,the Commons fend you word by me, 
VnlelTc Lord Suffolk? ftraight be done to death, 
Or banifhed fairc Englands Territories, 
They will by violence teare him from your Pallace, 
And torture him with grieuous lingring death. 
They fay,by him the good Duke Humfrey dy'de : 
They fay,in him they fcare your HighncfTe death; 
And meere inftina of Loue and Loydtie, 
Free from a ftubborne oppofite intent ^ 
As being thought to contradicl your liking, 
Makes them thus forward in his Banifliment. 
They fay, in c3re of your moft Roy all Perfon, 
That if your Highneffe fliouid intend to fleepe, 
And charge,that no man fhould difturbe your reft, 
In paine of your diflike,or paine of death ; 
Yet not withftanding fuch a ftrait Edicl, 
Were there a Serpent feene,with forked Tongue, 
That flyly glyded towards your Maieftie, 
It were but ncce(Tarie you were wak't : 
Leaft being furTer'd in rhat harmefull flumbcr, 
The mortall Worme might make the fleepe eternall. 
And therefore doe they cry^hough you forbid, 
That they will guard you , where you will,or no, 
From fuch fell Serpents as falfe Suffolk? h j 
With whofe inuenomed and fatal! fling, 
Your louing Vnckle,twentie times his worth, 
They fay is fhamefully bereft of life. 

Cemmovs within. An ani wer from the King, my Lord 
of Salisbury, 

Suff. Tis like the Commons,rude vnpoliflit Hindcs, 
Could fend fuch MelTagc to their Soueraigne : 
But you,my Lord,were glad to be imploy'd, 
To llicw how queint an Orator you arc. 
But all the Honor Salisbury hath wonne, 
Is,that he was the Lord Embafiador, 
Sent from a fort of Tinkers to the King. 

Within. An anfwer from the King, or wee will al! 
brcake in. 

King. Goe Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 
I thanke them for their tender louing care ; 
And had I not beene cited fo by them, 
Yet did I purpofe as they doe enrrcat : 
For furc,my thoughts doe hourely prophecie, 
Mifchance vnto my State by Suffolkes meanes* 
And therefore by his Maicftie I fweare, 
Whofe farrc-vnworthie Deputie I am, 
He fhall not breathe infection in this ayre, 
But three dayes longer,on the paine of death, 

jzft. Oh Henry ,let me pleade for gentle Suffolk?. 

King .Vngentlc Queene,to call him gentle Suffolk?. 
No more I fay : if thou do s fl pleade for him, 
Thou wilt but addc encreafe vnto my Wrath* 
Had I but fayd, I would haue kept my Word j 
But when I fwcare,it is irreuocable : 
If after three dayes fpace thou hcrebee'ft found, 
On any ground that I am Ruler of, 
The World fhall not be Ranfome for thy Life. 
ComcWarwick?>come good Warmck?,goc with mee, 
I haue great matters to impart to thee. Exit. 

Qu. Mifchance and Sorrow goe along with you, 
Hearts Difcontcnt,and fowre Affii&ion, 
Be play-fellowcs to kcepe you companie 
There's two of you, the Deuill make a third, 
And three-fold Vengeance tend vponyour fteps* 

Suff. Ceafe,gentleQueene,thefe Execrations, 
And let thy Suffolk? take his heauie leaue. 

Quetne. Fye 


